"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

house, I can drown and dumb the loudest ribald
ranter.

CHARLES. Pastor: Mistress Gwynn is neither a
ribald nor a ranter. The plays and prologues in which
she is famous are the works of the greatest poet of the
age: the poet Laureate, John Dryden.

FOX. If he has given to the playhouse talents that
were given to him for the service of God, his guilt is
the deeper,

CHARLES. Have you considered. Pastor, that the
playhouse is a place where two or three are gathered
together?

NELL. Not when I am playing, Rowley darling.
Two or three hundred, more likely.

FOX [resuming his seat in the deepest perplexity] Sir:
you are upsetting my mind. You have forced me to
make friends with this player woman; and now you
would persuade me that the playhouse is as divine as
my meeting house. I find your company agreeable to
me, but very unsettling.

CHARLES. The settled mind stagnates, Pastor.
Come! Shall I give you a sample of Mr Dryden at his
best?

NELL. Oh yes, Rowley darling: give us your pet
speech from Aurengzebe.

LOUISE. Yes yes. He speaks it beautifully. He is
almost as good an actor as King Louis; and he has
really more of the grand air.

CHARLES. Thank you, Louise. Next time leave out
the almost. My part is more difficult than that of
Louis.

JAMES. Pray silence for his Majesty the King, who
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